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lT is in your hours of sleep—when
the salivary glands are inactive

—that your teeth are exposed

to greatest harm. For this reason
thorough cleansing before retiring is
the first essential of

Good Teethkeeping

Make it your unfailing habit each night as
well as each moming to use

Dr.lyon's

PERFECT

Tooth Powder

The standard dentif rice prepared
for almost half a century by
a Doctor of Dental Surgery.

Instantly neutralizes all acid tendencies of the
mouth. Prevents the formation of tartar and
the beginning of decay. Cleanses by polish-
ing—the safest way. A pure, velvety, gritless
powder highly pleasant to
use. Cannot produce harm-
ful chemical reaction.

Teach your children to use Dr.
Lyon's night and morning—es-
pecially at night. The result will ke
sound, beautiful teeth—and hence
better health and better looks.

W hat Dr. Lyon’s does nol do only
your dentist is compelent to do.
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less treatment for reducing
weight that has proven wonderfully successful.

*No harmful drugging, special dicting or
burdensome exercise.
“The endorsement of many prominent people,
together with my experience, is contained in my
. book, ‘The Dream of Fair Women'."
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W rite taday, sending five twe-cent stamps for Ma-
dame Nerdica's bosk " The Dream of Fair Woemen."'

MADAME NORDICA’S BATH POWDER

is for sale at many lead di and

department stores and ty Pps.
MADAME NORDICA'S COMPANY
Studio 22, 0 West Niath 8¢t., New York City

GG ER BT T

ESickin TRSTLES HEs

FREE, if youbuy our artificial -
leg. Reduces stump in
30 davs Send for Cata-
log Arms, Legs, Wheel Chairs.
ERICASON ART. LINB €0., 8 Wash. Ave., N., Minneapolis, Minn.
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out. Whereupon I stuck my head through
the half-open door.

“Oh, it's vou!” she cried, in a quavery
voice. She was leaning forward in the chair,
her eyes wide open and eager.

I advanced into the room. A look of
doubt sprang into her face. She stared for
a4 moment, and then rather piteously rubbed
Ler eves.

“Yes, it is I,” said I, spreading my arms
in such a way that my hands emerged from
the confines of Poopendyke's sleeves. “It
is still I, Countess, despite the shrinkage.”

“The shrinkage?” she murmured, slowly
sliding out of the chair and limping toward
me. her hand extended.

“Yes, I always shrink when I get wet,” 1
explained, resorting to facetiousness.

Then I bent over her hand and kissed it.
As I neglected to release it at once, the cuff
of Poopendyke's best coat slid down over
our two hands, completely enveloping them.
It was too much for me to stand. I squeezed
her hand with painful fervor, and then re-
leased it in trepidation.

“Poopendyvke goes to church in it,” I said
vaguely. “You've been crying!” Her eyes
were red and suspiciously moist.

As she met my concerned gaze, a waver-
ing, whimsical smile crept into her face. “It
has been a disgustingly wet night,” she said.
“Oh, vou don’t know how happy I am to see
vou standing here once more, safe and sound,
and—and amiable! 1 expected you to glower
and growl and—"

“On a bright, glorious, sunshiny morning
like this?” I cried. “Never! I prefer to be
graciously refulgent. Our troubles are be-
hind us.”

“How good you are!” After a moment’s
careful scrutiny of my face, “I can see traces
of very black thoughts, Mr. Smart, and re-
cent ones.”

“They were black until I came into this
room,” I confessed. “Now they are rose-
tinted.”

She bent her slender body a little toward
me, and the red seemed to leap back into her
lips as if propelled by magic. Resolutely I
put my awkward, ungainly arms behind my
back, and straightened my figure.

“Your mother is here,” I remarked hur-
riedly.

She glanced toward my bedroom door.
“Oh, what a night!™ she sighed. “I did all
that I could to keep her out of vour bed. It
was useless. I did crv, Mr. Smart. I know
you must hate all of us.”

I laughed. “‘Love thy neighbor as thy-
self,”” I ‘quoted. “You are my neighbor,
Countess, don't forget that. And it so hap-
pens that your mother is also my neighbor
at present, and vour brothers too. Have
vou any cousins and aunts?”

“I can’t understand how anyone can be so
good natured as vou,” she sighed. “And
now I am ready to accept an invitation to
breakfast. I am disgustingly hungry.”

“And so am I!” I cried with enthusiasm.

I shall never forget that enchanted break-
fast—never! Not that I can recall even
vaguely what we had to eat, or who served
it, or how much of the naked truth I related
to her in describing the events of the night:
I can only declare that it was a singularly

| light-hearted affair.

A’I‘ half-past one o'clock I was received by

Mrs. Titus in my own study. The
Countess came down from her eery abode
to officiate at the ceremonious function, and
I was agreeably surprised to find my new
guest in a most amiable frame of mind.
True, she looked me over with what seemed
an unnecessarily and perfectly frank stare
of curiosity; but, on sober reflection, I did
not hold it against her. I was still draped in
Poopendyke's garments.

As for her two sons, they made no effort
to disguise their amazement. The elder of
the two voung men, Colingraft Titus, who,
being in the business with his father in New

 York, was permitted to travel most of the

time so that he couldn't interfere with it,
was taller than I, and an extremely hand-
some chap to boot. He was twenty-six.
The vounger, Jasper, Jr., was nineteen, short
and slight of build, with the merriest eves
I've ever seen. I didn’t in the least mind the
grin he bestowed upon me,—and preserved
with stanch fidelity throughout the whole
interview,—but I resented the supercilious,
lordly scorn of his elder brother. Jasper, I
learned, was enduring a protracted leave of
absence from Yale.

Mrs. Titus, after thanking me warmly,
and I think sincerely, for all I had done for
Aline, apologized in a perfunctory sort of
way for having kept me out of my bed all
night, and hoped that I wouldn't catch cold
or have an attack of rheumatism. I soon

Continued from page 9

awoke to the fact that she was in the habit
of centralizing attention. The usually vola-
tile Countess became subdued and repressed
in her presence; the big son and the little
one were respectfully quiescent; I confess
to a certain embarrassment myself.

She was a handsome woman, with a young
figure, a good complexion, clear eyes, wavy
brown hair, and a rich, low voice, perfectly
modulated. No doubt she was nearing fifty;
but thirty-five would have been vour guess,
provided vou were a bachelor.

I endeavored to set her mind at rest by
politely reminding her that I couldn’t have
slept in the bed anyway, having been out
all night, and she smilingly assured me that
it was a relief to find a literary man who
wasn't forever saving flat and stupid things.

I took them over the castle; that 1s, part
of the castle. Mrs. Titus wouldn’t ¢limb
stairs. She confessed to banting: but drew
the line at anything more exhausting. [ fear
I was too palpably relieved when she de-
clined to go higher than the second story.

“It isn’t necessary, Mr. Smart,” she said
sweetly, “to go into the history of the
wretched Rothhoefens, as a Cook's inter:
preter might do. You see, I know the castle
quite well, and I have had all the late news
from my daughter.”

“Of course,” I agreed. “Stupid of me not
to remember that you are descended from—"

“Aother isn’t half so stuck up about it as
vou might think, Mr. Smart,” interrupted
Jasper, Jr., glibly. “She prefers to let peo-
ple think her ancestors were Dutch instead
of merely German. Dutch ancestors are the
proper thing in New York.”

“My ancestors were Dutch,” said I quick-
ly. “They came over with the original skin
grafters.”

She looked puzzled for a moment. The
Countess laughed. Then Jasper saw the
point. Colingraft was the last to see it, and
then it was too late for him to smile.

We had tea in the loggia, and I dined
with the family in the Countess’s apartment
at eight that night. I think Mrs. Titus was
rather favorably impressed when she beheld
me in my own raiment.

Evervthing went very well that evening.
We were all in fine humor, and the dinner
was an excellent one. I perpetrated only one
unhappy blunder. I asked Mrs. Titus if she
knew the Riley-Werkheimers and the Rocks-
worths in New York.

“Visually,” she said succinctly, and I made
haste to change the subject.

The Countess looked amused, and Colin-
graft said something about its being more
than likely that we did not have any mutual
acquaintances in New York. His sister
came to my rescue with an amusing and
exaggerated account of my experience with
the Rilev-Werkheimers and Rocksworths.
Jasper was enthusiastic. Something told
me that I was going to like him.

Y real trouble began the next day, and
at the rather unseemly hour of eight
o'clock in the morning. Colingraft came
down the hall in a bathgown and slippers,
banged on my bedroom door, and wanted
to know why the blazes he couldn’t have hot
water for his bath. He was too full blooded
and all that sort of thing, he said, to take a
cold plunge. Moreover, he wasn’t used to
taking his tub in a tin cup. That was his
sarcastic way of referring to my portable,
handy bathtub. I asked him why he didn't
ring for Britton, and he said he had, but that
Britton was assisting Jasper in a wild chase
for a bat that had got into the lad’s room
during the night.
“Thank your lucky stars it didn’t get into
Mother's room!” he said surlily.
He made such a row about his tub that I

had to give him the pail of hot water Britton |

had placed in my bedroom, preparatory to
my own bath.

At breakfast Jasper complained about the
bats. He couldn't for the life of him see why
I didn't have screens in the windows.

Later on Mrs. Titus, who had coffee and
toast in her room, joined us on the loggia
and anmounced that the coffee was stone
cold. Moreover, she did not like the guest
chamber into which she had been moved by
order of the Countess. It was too huge for
a bed chamber, and the iron window shut-
ters creaked all night long.

“But don't vou love the view vou have
of the Danube?” I queried rather mourn-
fully.

“I don't sit in the window all night, Mr.
Smart,” she said tartly.

I at once insisted on her resuming pos-
session of my bedroom, and promptly had
all my things moved into the one she had
occupied during the night. When the Count-
ess heard of this arrangement she was most

Pay As You Are Able

Your Credit Is Good

Send your name first
—send no money. Get
our latest Big Ency-
clopedia of hundreds
of latest Fashions
and Free Samples of

men's 1913 Spring
Suits and Overcoats

N Dress
| Like The Best

| Guaranteed Perfect Fit

Absolute Satisfaction
teed. or no charge

You’'ll save bi too.
Prices lower thm tail-
ors and credit is
polm mtg us for all you

Made-to-Order

You take nerisk.Yourown
eyes ju %urnluu. Sem
our
Dook and then let us make
our suit ﬁ:* ymlr“t mdeli .
e guaran e very
and perfect fit, and all is

Sent On Approval
_ . Don’t Delay. Youcannow
- dress just as you like—have
all the latest, swellest clothes
—surprise friends with

Free. Write a Postal Now,
while you think of it and get
our style book.

TR L STANLET-ROGERS CO.
TO-DAY mmm;‘::;ut
Credit Tallors for Men

Castion:NO AGENTS,NO CANVASSING,NO COLLECTORS

pod memory 13 absolutely essential to
success, for memory is power. Besuccess- E
ful — Seep Forgetting!
The Dickson Methed of Memory Training
. I;nskegd}'ou "Foric"ftt .t" *develops willz,
self-confidence, qu ready speech.
Write for free book *"How to Remember" —
i faces, names, studies, also how to secure
m FREE,my3%2 DeLuxe book. “*How to Speakin Public.”” I
i Dickson Memory School, 996 Aunditorium Bldg. Chicage
LEAPN JEWELERS m‘ﬂ?ﬁ‘?mﬁ%ﬁfﬁfgﬁﬂ'ﬂ
ENGRAVING Bl s alysps g g
apprenticeship. We also improve the skill of any engraver.

Ask for cataloy, I'res.  Engraving Schesl, 46 Page Bldg., Cincage, W

EME, MAKE BIG INCOME
MEN and WOMEN can do this growing
ushrooms at home in cellars, s

2 I'N /
MU S > ;
UJ-HQOOMD Fhedn.boxen.eh:. all the year. Crop sella
ireat demand—markets

S for H0c t a pound irea
o B o 0 R Dok telimgt how 50 d0 it FREE
e r NATIONAL SPAWN Co., Dept. 2, Boston, Mass

GLASSIFIE[I ADVERTISI

Your advertisement inserted
in the classified column of the

ASSOCIATED
SUNDAY MAGAZINES

will be placed upon the library table of
more than one million four hundred
thousand homes each week.

RATE, $4.00 PER LINE.

Smallest space sold, 4 lines—largest 12 lines.
No fakes or extravagant copy accepted.

| Madison Avenue, N.\. Record-Herald Bldg., Chku.o

FARM LANDS

GET YOUR HOME in the Northwest United States
Locate adjacent to Northern Pacific Railway—the best de
veloped sections of the Northuest—in Minnesota, North
Dakota, Montana, Idaho, Washington, Oregon, the land of
prize cattle and crops. Stay near home markets; quick trans-
portation; close to good ncizhbors and good schools; ro
isolated pioneening. Free U S Government homestead land |
State land on easy terms; deeded land at low prices and on
crop payment plan. Write quick for free literature abo.t
these “ prosperity States of America '"—say what State most
interests you. Ask about low fares. L. 1 Bricker, ien’]l Im-
migration Agt., 231 Northera Pacitic Bldg., t. Paul, Minn

CORPORATIONS

INCORPORATE YOUR BUSINESS IN ARIZONA.
Least Cost. ‘Transact business, keep books anywhere. I'res-
ident Stoddard, former Secretary of Arizona. Free Laws,
By-Laws and lorms. Reference: Any Bank in Anzona.
stoddard Incorporating Company, Box Boo, I’hoenix, Anizona.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

1 MADE 850,000 IN FIVE YEAR> WITH A
small Mail Order Business ; began with &5 ~end
for free bookiet. Tells how. Heacock, 45 Charles
Street, Lockport, N. ¥

HELP WANTED, MALE

AN INTELLIGENT PERSON MAY EARN $100
monthly corresponding for newspapers. No cantassing
Send for particulars. Press Syndicate, §5 Chestnut Street,
Lockport, N. Y.

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS WANTED. You can
write them. \Ve teach you by mail. No experisnce needed.
liig demand and good pay. Details free. Asscciated Motion
Picture Schools, 622 Slieridan Road, Chicago.




